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JourneyKristi Britz, JuniorEnglish
When I was fifteen
I left home with nothing
but a pocketknife and 
too much pride,
burning in my 
eyes like acid.
This is when I started
to become lost. I met
a girl in Memphis
who waited on tables,
mascara blackened 
under her eyes
so that she
always looked tired. Her
hands were small and 
beautiful and she smiled
an easy chipped-tooth smile.
When I left she gave me
a tortoise-shell necklace,
something to remember
her by.
I met a man in New Orleans
who said he was
a homosexual, whose fingers
and eyes were stained yellow.
He always laughed when he talked,
and drank until he could
only cry.
He gave me nothing to remember
him, but
he didn’t have to.
I met a boy with sad eyes
on a boxcar 
to Cincinnati,
who played the harmonica
all those starless nights
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we were alone but
could not look
past each other,
only seeing home
in each other’s eyes,
my heartbeat,
both chilled and
full, as his melody 
poured out of  him.
